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	The Wait

**The Wait: Twelve Years**

**Summary: **Twelve years later, Chihiro decides that waiting is no longer an option.

**Rating:** T (may go up in future)

* * *

><p>AN: Hello, I'm back with the new (and hopefully improved) version of _'The Wait'._ It's been 3 years since I published this story on and looking back now, I realize there are just so many things I wish I could have done differently on this story. So here is_ 'The Wait 2.0'_! I'm re-writing this story from scratch, I'm shortening it (because I'm going to sieve out all the unnecessarily draggy bullshit) amd there will be some difference in characterizations (because Chihiro needs to stop being as insecure as a hormonal teenage girl).

If I had to write a review on the original, I would end up writing a whole essay of my grievances.

That's not to say that the general plot will be much different from the original though. Not too sure on that. So don't assume anything.

If you're new to the story, I highly recommend that you don't read the original (unless you really love spoilers) because it'll probably ruin the experience for you? And if you have read the story before and are just going along with this updated version, please be considerate to other newer readers and do not reveal any spoilers in your reviews. I don't care if you write "SPOILER BELOW" as a warning because people are going to read it anyway.

So tldr: don't give spoilers.

Thank you for reading!

P.S. I won't leave author's notes like these at the start of a chapter unless it's a really important message. Usually they're at the end of a chapter so it won't really bother some readers who mind this kind of thing.

* * *

><p><strong>EPIGRAPH<strong>

"_If we wait until we're ready, we'll be waiting for the rest of our lives."  
>-Lemony Snicket<em>

* * *

><p>It was just another summer's day, but it was cooler than usual; about twenty-six degrees. Shrunken rain clouds were crawling away, revealing the deep blue sea of sky above. Everything in sight was dripping wet. They shimmered under the soft caress of the sun's rays, like gentle ripples on the surface of a calm river.<p>

On a bench sat a woman. Both were drenched, and both were still. She wore a pale blue hospital gown that clung to her small frame, and a blank expression sat on her pallid face. The tips of her fingers were so cold they could barely feel the wood of the bench, but she did not move a muscle. She remained almost in a comatose state, not responding to the soft rustle of the grass against her feet or the sounds of flies in any way.

On days like these, she tended to withdraw into her own thoughts. Her heart beat and mood both fluctuated and swayed like the leaves of the trees around her, while her mind was as restless as the wind that tousled her short brown hair.

"You promised," she muttered, creating a ripple in the silence as a certain heaviness tugged at her heart, "Promises aren't meant to be broken."

The same thought had occurred to her too many times over the past twelve years. It wasn't as if she was constantly brooding over it. She had her own life to live, which she did, and quite happily too, at that. She had no shortage of friends or familial love, she had dated two guys while in high school and in her first year of college respectively, and physically she dared say she looked decent too.

But when it came down to it, there was always this void within her that she couldn't fill with anything. It took a while for her to realize that it really was just a longing to see them again, and to know that they still remembered her. To be honest, when she looked back, there were times she would wonder if she had simply conjured up all those memories and friends out of pure, wild imagination as a weird child. And other times, she felt like letting go of it all and forgetting anything even happened.

She had attempted it countless times, but each attempt proved futile, and the cycle would merely repeat. There was just something special about the bonds that she had forged in that magical place that was impossible to erase from her heart.

"_Nothing that happens is ever forgotten..."_

As annoying as it was, old people really did speak a lot of truths. Even if she did manage to forget all about that bathhouse and its residing spirits, it would probably come back to her eventually, somehow. Special people just had a strange way of making a home in your heart like that, she supposed.

Then again, if she wasn't a special person, she might have been forgotten a long time ago.

It took a while more before the woman finally found the sense to return to the waiting room and dry herself off before she fell sick. Slowly, she moved her numb legs back and forth before gingerly getting up on her feet. Removing the purple hair tie that secured her hair in a loose ponytail, she squeezed her hair to get the excess water out, and they fell with a pitter patter onto the soft, wet ground.

Then Chihiro hurried off, knowing she had to dry herself off quickly in time for her appointment.

* * *

><p>After her weekly checkup at the hospital, Chihiro made her way home together with her mother who had come to pick her up. It was a short drive back, since the hospital was not that far from the hill.<p>

While busying herself with unpacking, Yuko began making preparations for lunch. "I'll be going off to work in a bit, so you just stay put at home and get some rest, alright?"

"Got it, mom," she replied, as she tossed her bag in a corner and took a seat at her desk. Seeing her art supplies and her collection of sketches pinned on her noticeboard somehow diminished the minor headache that had sprung up a while after leaving the hospital. She had been itching to draw since the day before, when she had been reminiscing about them.

With a small sigh, Chihiro gathered her hair in a loose bun before picking up her pencil to start sketching in her favorite sketchbook. Time slithered past her like a dragon gliding in rich blue waters - she barely noticed her mother's call of "goodbye" when she left the house - and by the time she was done painting it, it was already late afternoon.

Setting down her brush, Chihiro laid the sketchbook down on the table and smiled at it. This drawing was possibly one of her favorites yet. A girl with long flowing hair sat at the corner of the page. Her hair was the colour of the galaxy, constellations and little planets dotting it like intricate accessories. The rest of her body and clothes were not coloured in. Her eyes were distant, looking towards the IV drip that she was connected to, and there in the clear blue solution bag was a miniature dragon staring back at her. Its details had been hard to paint because of its size, but Chihiro had done her best to add everything she could remember: his soft seagreen fur that lined his back, his pearlescent scales that seemed to shimmer on its own, his horns that were sturdy enough to keep her ten-year-old self on board safely, and his claws that seemed able to tear through anything if he so wanted.

Checking the time on her phone, Chihiro realized it was already 4pm. She had to meet a buyer in half an hour, so hurriedly she got changed and placed the commissioned artwork in a presentable paper bag before getting out of the house.

Because of her long-term medical condition, Chihiro had decided to drop out of college in order to lessen the financial burden on her mother. Her father wasn't around anymore, so her mother was the only one left who could support them. There were many occasions in which Chihiro had offered to go out and get a part-time job based on her decent academic qualifications, but her mother had refused, worried that she would only end up overexerting herself.

If it weren't for her art, Chihiro would have no way of earning money for herself. She had not expected to garner such a great following on social media after over a year of posting her daily artwork as nothing more than an emotional outlet for herself, and ever since she had been commissioned by many to make custom drawings for them, in the process earning quite a good amount of money to sustain her daily expenses. Of course, there were times when she would secretly sneak out to get a part-time job at the ramen shop on the other end of the town since it was it belonged to Ayano, a close friend of hers, as her family business.

Chihiro hummed to herself as she made her way to the other side of the hill where they had ended up after her father took a detour during the move. She visited this place frequently, because it always ended up giving her some form of inspiration. That was why she had equipped herself with her sketchbook and her fundamental art supplies today too.

The sides of the rocky road were lined with little houses as always, and Chihiro muttered a "Have a good day" under her breath to the little spirits that probably lived in there. She had never seen one before though. Perhaps they were in hibernation with a good number of centuries left before they woke up again.

As she climbed the winding road, Chihiro felt the dull throbbing in her head intensify, and she rubbed her temples to soothe the headache. Maybe she really was falling sick. Oh well, she would just have to sleep it off later.

When she arrived at the familiar road that led straight to the tunnel, Chihiro smiled faintly to herself. She had painted the scenery here too many times to count. The towering red wall that separated their worlds was covered in moss. Dead leaves lay scattered at the feet of the wall; no one ever came to clean. It was almost as if this was a forgotten part of the town.

Her buyer had not arrived yet. Chihiro had arrived ten minutes before the appointed time, so she decided to look around for a bit. She walked towards the tunnel, standing in front of it. She had tried numerous times to come back - despite it going against his old warning of "Don't look back" - because she just wanted to see them all again, to know that they were all doing well and to know if anything had changed in the bathhouse for the better.

Above all, she wanted to see him again.

Chihiro had drawn many impressionistic pieces of him, but none of them seemed to make the cut. She would vary the lengths of his hair, wondering how it would have changed since he was probably an adult now. She would imagine his taste in clothes, though generally she felt that he was not the flamboyant type. But none of her sketches could truly satisfy her.

But the tunnel - or gate, as she preferred to call it - was not very forgiving. Ever since she left, the entrance to the tunnel had been blocked by an invisible wall. She couldn't break through it, no matter how hard she tried, so after a while she simply gave up. The only thing she could do was to wait for him to cross over to her side, if that was even possible, since he "couldn't go any further" from the edge of the meadow.

And in the blink of an eye, twelve years had passed. Chihiro let out a sigh. Checking her phone for the time, she found that it was already 4.35pm, and still there was no sign of her buyer. Mild annoyance welled up in her - she didn't like tardy buyers.

Just then, she felt a strong gust of wind blowing in the direction of the tunnel. Nostalgia washed over her, and her head turned towards the black hole. It was almost as if... the wind was calling her back in.

Hesitantly, she stepped past the little statue till she was just a step away from the entrance. Reaching out her hand, she tried to find the invisible wall that had prevented her entry, but found nothing of the sort.

Puzzled, she took her first step into the tunnel, and felt her heart skip a beat when nothing in particular happened. There was no sudden force knocking her back out, and the invisible wall seemed to have magically disappeared too.

Excitement pumped through her veins. Was this it? Was this finally it?

But at the same time, apprehension filled her. What would happen if she went against his warning and turned back? Would she be trapped there forever? Would she lose her life the moment she entered the Spirit World?

At that moment, the sound of footsteps behind her startled her and she quickly withdrew from the tunnel and turned around to find her flustered buyer there. He looked like he had run all the way up there. With a courteous smile, she handed him the paper bag painting while he paid her in exact. They had a short conversation about this place - she had mentioned somewhere in one of her posts that this place was her inspiration for many of her artworks - and then soon he had to rush off somewhere else.

As the sunset came, Chihiro decided it was time to go home to prepare dinner. Throwing one last fleeting glance over her shoulder at the tunnel, she swallowed the desire to recklessly charge in there and find that dragon boy to beat the living lights out of him. Perhaps she wouldn't have such a chance again. Or if fate allowed, maybe if she came back tomorrow, the gate would still be open.

In any case, she had to go home. That was where she belonged.

* * *

><p>Yuko slumped against her chair, tiredly pinching the bridge of her nose. "Bad day?" Chihiro asked, taking her seat opposite her mother at the dining table.<p>

"Yes... There's a lot of work to be done. If your father were here, things would be done a lot faster."

"I'll bet," Chihiro chuckled. "He's such a workaholic."

"If only he had taken better care of his body instead of being so caught up in making more money..."

Chihiro placed her hand over her mother's, squeezing it affectionately.

"I'm fine," Yuko said with a little smile, patting her daughter's hand. "Let's eat; the food's getting cold. Oh, what's this? You made curry! Dad's favorite!"

"Yeah, I figured I'd make some since I haven't cooked this in a while," Chihiro replied.

"If your Dad were here, he'd be gobbling down the food straight away like the pig he is!" Yuko laughed, though there was a tinge of sadness in her voice that didn't go unnoticed by Chihiro.

"Mom, are you sure you're okay?" she asked worriedly.

"I'm okay, really, it's just... it's just one of those days when you really miss having him here to support you and... oh, it's just been a terrible day, Chihiro. I'm sorry..." Her mother's shoulders began to shake as she sobbed into her hands, and immediatley Chihiro was by her mother's side, hugging her tightly.

"I'm sorry, Mom..."

"It's not your fault, Chihiro. There are just some things beyond our control. None of us expected your father to have that illness. And to think that it was hereditary... I'm sorry that you have to go through this, darling."

"The one I worry about is you." Chihiro replied, exhaling deeply as she blinked furiously to keep the tears from falling. This was not the time to be emotional. "You're tired. How about going upstairs to take a bath? Sleep early."

"I suppose you're right. I think I'll eat dinner later, after I wash up and settle down. You eat first, okay?"

"Okay." Chihiro watched as her mother left for the bathroom, and only after making sure she was out of view, did she wipe away the moisture from her eyes with the back of her hands. Sitting herself back down at the table, she ate her dinner in silence.

* * *

><p>The next afternoon, Chihiro was back at the tunnel, carrying a small bagpack with her. If this worked, she had one or two days to stay in the Spirit World before she had to go home. She had told her mother in the morning that she would be staying over at Ayano's house for a few days and had already asked Ayano to cover for her if anything unexpected cropped up.<p>

Taking a deep breath, Chihiro tentatively took her first step into the tunnel, and was pleasantly surprised to see that the wall was still not there. Despite the same fears still lingered in the back of her mind, she decided that she had to go. It was now or never. She didn't have all the time in the world, and life was too unpredictable for her to easily say that she could simply come back another time.

Besides, who was to say that she wouldn't end up waiting for the rest of her life if she chose to continue waiting like she had for the past twelve years?

With that conclusion, Chihiro took her first step into that fateful tunnel.

* * *

><p>AN: ...I'll continue editing this later. I'm still not entirely satisfied with how the beginning of this story should be, but I'm kind of out of ideas at the moment so I guess I can only come back another time to see how else I should go about doing this.

Gosh I just really needed to publish this or nothing is going to progress with this story. Wish me luck.

Anyways, thanks for reading! The next chapter will be more interesting, I promise. It's definitely going to be way more fun to write. Wheeee.


End file.
